CHAPTER   XXXII.

A SIROCCO.

WE had enjoyed a few days of heavenly weather, but we
were to have a change. An approaching sirocco
makes itself felt long before the wind has actually
reached one, and in spite of frequent visits to the cafe and in-
dulgence in awakening beverages, our energies refused to be
roused from the extreme lassitude they were prey to. This feel-
ing of drowsiness was not owing altogether to the sirocco, but
also to the water (strongly charged, if I mistake not, with mag-
nesia) which we had been drinking, and against the use of which
we could not defend ourselves, for in the cooking and in the
coffee and tea its disquieting properties yet remained.

Going to bed we felt the peculiar -sensation on the skin of
having been rubbed with sand-paper, and the desire to lubricate
it with oil. The prevalence of this feeling may be one of the
reasons why in many Oriental .countries the natives oil them-
selves from head to foot; the oil must be a soothing applica-
tion aside from the fact that it beautifies the complexion. The
latter is without doubt the principal reason. Among the Nu-
bians, in whose country I travelled to the second cataract, I
especially noticed their lustrous skin, and there the lubrication
used was nothing more nor less than castor-oil. Could we, I
wonder, so far overcome our early horror of it as to resort to
castor-oil for the sake of softening the skin, even if in a meas-